Heirs of the Symbolists
one finds Eliot striving toward an attitude to which his pyr-
rhonic contemporaries cannot subscribe. Eliot is not a mystic.
He seems unable to follow Yeats, from whom Ash Wednesday
has borrowed a few archaic ornaments, in believing with his
emotions what he does not believe with his mind. He lacks
the power of Hart Crane, tutored by Rimbaud, Whitman,
and Emily Dickinson, to communicate the conviction of a
spiritual universe. There is a relative thinness about the
poems subsequent to The Waste Land, although his mastery
of music remains unquestioned, and the allusions with which
he troubles his lines make widening circles on the yielding
surface of his verse. He has spoken more convincingly of con-
fusion and doubt than of a difficult serenity. The picture of
desiccation in Gerontion, the precursor of The Waste Land:
Here I am, an old man in a dry month,
Being read to by a boy, waiting for rain,
is repeated in varying tones in later poems. The Journey of the
Magi, which is as close to Pound's technique as Eliot has
ever come, has more to say of death than of birth:
.. . There were times we regretted
The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces,
And the silken girls bringing sherbet.
Then the camel men cursing and grumbling
And running away, and wanting their liquor and women,
And the night-fires going out, and the lack of shelters,
And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly
And the villages dirty and charging high prices:
A hard time we had of it...
All this was a long time ago, I remember,
And I would do it again, but set down
This set down
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